io8      THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
eaten nothing since the midday meal; they were
hungry and dizzy after the long days upon the road.
Silindu seemed too dazed and weak to take mucH
notice of what was taking place about him, and he
had to be helped along by Babun. Karlinahami
was awed and devout: an old pilgrim, she knew the
demeanour required of her.
The effect upon Hinnihami was different. Tired
and hungry though she was, even the great crowd in
the courtyard excited her. As each new pilgrim
arrived he called aloud upon the god; and the whole
crowd took up the cry, which rose, and fell around
the shrine. She who had before never seen more
than forty or fifty people in her life felt the weight
and breath of thousands that jostled and pressed
her. Her heart beat as, under the flare of the
torches, hundreds of arms were raised in supplica-
tion, and to the crash of the tomtoms the name of
the god thundered through the air. The tears came
into her eyes and ran down her cheeks as time after
time the roll of the many voices surged about her;1
and when at last the great moment came, and the
kapurala appeared carrying the god under the black
cloth, and over the sea of arms the elephant lifted
up its trunk and trumpeted as the god was placed
upon its back, she stretched out her hands and cried
to the god to hear her.